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Sometimes it is her pleasure to let a bungalow. Some-
times she finds them aH full. If gentleman wifl please
wait?"
Granet looked at him with searching eyes.
"You speak English very well/'
"Either English or French, whichever monsieur
desires," was the smooth reply. "If gentleman will
be so kind as to sit down?'*
Granet did as he was bidden. He watched the
butler cross the spacious hall with its rough stone
walls and disappear, walking now in slow and dig-
nified fashion, down a long passage. There was no
suggestion of haste about his movements. Granet
looked after him with a puzzled frown upon his
forehead. He recognized the type without difficulty.
The man was without a doubt half Malayan, half
Chinese from the northern provinces. But his neck
was short, his body almost corpulent. He showed
no signs of one likely to be fond of exercise yet
those pattering footsteps had been the footsteps of
a trained runner. Granet, on the whole a matter-
of-fact person, shrugged his shoulders and left the
puzzle to solve itself. Indeed, he had no alternative.
The butler had returned and was bowing before
him*
"Milady will see gentleman/' he confided smiling.
''Please to follow."
Granet rose to his feet and followed his squat but
dignified guide across the stone hall, down the pas-
sage until they arrived at a black-oak door. The
servant threw it open, standing on one side to allow
Granet to pass*